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One 


Author's Notes: 


I\ve never quite felt such a huge pull to writing a Metallica fic as | have when | saw this prompt. | hope you 
enjoy, Allana! 


He collects bruises like some people collect instruments. There's a bruise dark and angry on his thigh, left 
there by James as a reminder of anything and nothing. Days later and it still aches. It's a deep purple, almost 


black in certain areas. It fades into his skin, a big ring in a perfect oval. 


Jason stares at it in the shower, rubbing his thumb over his thigh. It sends a wave of calm through him, hot 
water steaming around him. He can hear the others talking through the door, just barely, as he dunks his head 


under the hot water. 


For a moment, all he can feel is weight and pressure as his hair weighs him down. It fades, minimally, as he 


starts to shampoo it. His eyes catch the bite mark and a thrill of something runs through his gut. 


He concentrates on finishing up, rinsing his hair before he turns the water off. 


Outside of the bathroom, it's silent. He doesn't hear anything or anyone as he gropes for a clean towel near 


the shower. He wraps his hair in it before he pushes the curtain back. 


Jason can't help the startled exclamation he lets out at the sight of James. James who's watching him quietly. 
His eyes are dark and intense, like they always are after a fight with one of the other guys. 


It shouldn't make Jason's nerves sing. It shouldn't make his dick twitch. But fuck, James doesn't even say 
anything; he just crowds Jason back against the wet tile and kisses him brutally. 


It's hard, almost too hard to even be pleasurable, Jason tells himself. Rather, Jason lies to himself. His head 


swims from the force and everything in his body is one hundred percent aware of James pressing into him. 


His fingers are tight around Jason's wrists and Jason groans into the kiss. He presses against James, egging it 
on as James bites at his lips. 


It's a sharp shock of pain and Jason gives into it. 


James pulls back enough to stare at Jason, breathing hard. He stares at him for a moment longer, unnerving 


him until James leans down and deliberately fits his teeth against Jason's neck. 


His knees go weak; his fucking knees actually go weak. James’ teeth are pressing right where his bass strap will 
go and Jason knows beyond a shadow of doubt that he's going to feel it for days. 


He shudders, arching into it and cursing. Jason wants to say something, wants to tell James how this feels, but 
in the end, all he does is wrap his fingers around strands of James’ hair. He holds him in place, moaning as 


James licks the new indentations from his teeth. 


"Why the fuck do you like this so much?" James asks voice harsh as he rubs a thumb roughly over the mark 


on Jason's thigh. He presses experimentally and Jason's dick jumps. He arches, groaning. 
"Grounds me," he mumbles as James arches an eyebrow. 


"Like..like plugging my bass into an amp. Makes everything better," Jason manages, gasping as James digs his 
thumb into the purpled mark. 


"You gonna come from this?" 


"Probably," Jason says, laughing thickly as James kisses him. It's not an easy kiss; but then again, it never is 
with James. 


He comes with James’ teeth set into the meat of his shoulder, teeth tight and fingers dug into his hip. It's all 


going to leave marks and it's the thought of James now knowing what it means for him is what sends him 


over the edge. 


Jason doesn't fool himself into thinking it's anything more than sex, but he can't help but feel contentment as 
James rinses his hand off. His body buzzes pleasantly and he sinks to his knees, looking up at James with a 


slow grin. 


James still looks intense, but it's a lazy sort of intense. His jeans are wet where Jason peels them down. Jason 


doesn't waste time (he never has); he simply swallows James' cock down, listening to the hitched moan. 


He sucks him off quickly, feeling the ache in his knees run up his thighs. He can feel the pressure points of 
phantom pain from the bruises - old and new. Most of all, he feels James tangling his fingers in Jason's wet 


hair. 


The towel is at his knees but Jason doesn't move to use it. James grunts, loud in the bathroom as he comes. 


Jason swallows, closing his eyes as he pulls off, listening to the rhythm of James breathing. 


"Bus in twenty," James says, once his voice has returned to normal. It's like nothing happened except for the 
way that James helps him up, rubbing his thumb over Jason's shoulder, pressing lightly. Jason shivers. 


Jason gets dressed quietly, tossing a wave to James as he watches James climb into the shower. A languid 


exhaustion settles over his limbs as he makes his way out to the bus, crawling into his bunk. 


Later, when James and Lars wake them all up with their argument-slash-screaming-match, Jason keeps his 
eyes closed, fingers pressing against new and old bruises. His mind stills and even as James and Lars fade into 


sniping at each other, he relaxes, drifting off back to sleep, content. 


